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t has been known to rain cats and dogs, but The 

Real Ghostbusters have more than their hands 
full when they battle a downpour of develish 
demons in this week's Winston's Diary! Let's hope 
that they've got their Ecto-wellies on! As soon as 
the weather starts to improve the gang decide to 
take their bucket and spade on a well-earned 
break down on the beach in Ghostbustman’s 
Holiday! But is it all as it appears! 

Apart from all the regular features, we have a 
spooky readers’ offer competition, and the first 
instalment of Ghost Gangsters! So don’t miss an 
issue, will you! 
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‘RAY AND WINSTON HAVE IM JUST GOING TO }f I'LL JOIN YOU, JANINE. 
AGREED TO HELP ME COLLECT LIE HERE AND 60AKJ/\ A REAL MAN NEEPS, 
SEAWEED SAMPLES. ANYONE UPTHE 6UN. ATAN! 
ELSE INTERESTED? 
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SLIMER BURYDIG PETEY 
IN. IDY- 


70 BUDDY IN SANI 
, WANDY? 


V'VE JUST FORMULATED AN EQUATION 
CALCULATING THE AMOUNT OF AND 
GRAING PZESENT ON THIS BEACH. 

~ SOMETIMES | WONDER 
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WOW! A PIER! 
LETS TAKE A 
LOOK. 


RUNS TO THE. 
END OF THE PIER. 
THAT OLD MAN 
MUST SELL THE, 
TICKETS. 


ENJOY YOURSELVES 

WHILE YOu CAN, 
(ETERS! 

HEH, HEH, HEH! 


) THAT RIDE 
WAS GREAT! LET'S | a 
LOOK AROUND, Xo} 


THATS WHAT I LIKE TO 
SEE- SMILING FACES. 
SINCE WE'RE NOT TOO 


A HAUNTED 
HOUSE, SHALL 
WE GO IN? 
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FURGT, DO AS | SAY, THEN... 
i WE SURRENDER... 


T THINK ~ ee | 
| LOOK QUITE ae 
WONDERFUL = 
CONSIDERING! 
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OF SAVING DEY 
WHAT BOTHERS ME? 
= THE 15 WHY A LIFEBOAT ARE FADING 
PIERS FADING 1 CAN WOULD BE MOORED : 
AWAY! EE A LIFEBOAT. ) | | TO ANMAGINARY / 
LET'S HURRY! A 
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CHANGED BEFORE /| JANINE.THEY'2E 
You WENT 


NOT ALWAYS A 
SWIMMING! THEY Meee? 
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What is more exciting than an 
Easter Egg and doesn’t rot your 
teeth? 


The answer is, of course, a great Easter Special from Marvel! 
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Late on the afternoon of 
the third of January, 1951, 
on the Pacific Atoll of 
Haltaneki, Rick Cassatta, 
the airstrip superintendant, 
reported a downpour of 
loganberry ice-cream that 
lasted for twelve minutes. 
After this bizarre storm, 
Haltaneki looked less like an 
atoll and more like a 
sundae, and Rick was left in 
a confused and somewhat 
sticky state, puzzling over 
quite what had happened. 
His report of the strange 
event found its way, along 
with many other similar 
accounts, to the office of 
Professor lan Fisher at the 
Institute of Blisteringly 
Unexpected Meteorological 
Predicaments, or B,U,M.P. as 
it is better known. By 1951, 
Fisher had spent more than 
thirty years of his long 
distinguished beard study- 
ing the more bizarre forms 
of paranormal weather 
formation. It was he who 
coined the term ‘Ecto- 
Tempest’ in his 1943 book 
Dire Combustion Down To 
Bottomless Perdition: 
Phantom Weather Forma- 
tions In Southern China. It 
was he who first recorded 
the rainfalls of fish and 
other small, non-airborne 
objects in his 1946 book The 
Rain It Raineth Every Day, 
But Not Always Kippers. It 
was he who first warned 
against the potential for 
larger things to be rained 
down on us during phan- 
tom storms during his 1949 


book Drop The Brolly And 
Run: Here Comes a Filing 
Cabinet. 

Let's explore some of his 
crucial findings: 
Ecto-Tempests 

According to Fisher, there 
are two types of Ecto- 
Tempest. The ‘Polter- 
geistoid’ and the ‘Inter- 
dimensionaloid’. This first 
type, the Poltergeistoid, 
was a massive weather dis- 
turbance caused by the PKE 
effects of a Paranormal 
incursion. This often.caught 
up large amounts of terrest- 
rial objects and rained them 
down on the world be- 
neath. The Haltaneki event 
is one such incursion, and 
one might also quote the 
downpours of stetsons 
(Crewe, 1916), doorknobs 
(Guatamala, 1868), blotting 
paper (Merseyside, 1900), 
ocelots (Arbroth, 1911) and 


anvils (Plaistow, 1920). 

The other type, or ‘Inter- 
dimensionaloid’ is described 
by Fisher like this: “Occasio- 
nally, the ectoid powers 
build up in the para- 
normaloid dimensionoid 
flux to such an extendoid 
that they burst through into 
the terrestrialoid dimen- 
sionoid and rain down a 
furious welteroid of mini- 
mal classoid paraphantas- 
moids.” 

Bob Pants, in his 1976 book 
lan Fisher: A Life In The 
Meteorological Fast Lane 
suggested that after being 
struck on the head by a 
falling cuttlefish or teak 
veneer stacking table once 
too often, Prof Fisher had 
begun to experience pretty 
freak weather conditions 
himself and had taken to 
popping the suffix ‘oid’ 
onto as many words as 
possible. Pants points to 
certain facts to back up his 
case: he mentions Fisher's 
children, Edoid, Valeroid 
and Annoid, to Fisher's 
home in Cheam called 
‘Dunroaminoid’ and con- 
cludes that in later years, 
Fisher's outlook was occa- 
sionally bright, with scat- 
tered oids leading to heavy 
kippering coming in during 
the night, followed by 
patchy macaroni and treacl- 
ing by the weekend. 

Prof Fisher was buried in 
1968, at the age of ninety, 
under twelve hundred- 
weight of nectarines. He 
died two years later. 


Story DAN ABNETT @ Art ANDY LANNING and STEPHEN BASKERVILLE 
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Wednesday, 28th March 1990 

Got a card in the post today telling me 
the lines that I'd be expected to say in 
the TV advert that I'll be recording this 
week. This ad agency called Beagle, 
Bagel and Bigotry are making a whole 
series of commercials for a firm called 
Bone-Dry Brollies Ltd, and they're get- 
ting all sorts of celebrities involved. 
There'll be one with the comedian Ted 
Tourniquet, who has to say “What goes 
up when the rain comes down?. . . Bone- 
Dry Brollies!” and another with Sammy 
Slide, the baseball star, who has to say 
"Go for it! You're home and dry with... 
Bone-Dry Brollies!" They asked me to do. 
one, and | said | would. | have to say 
“Don’t let the downpours bust your day! 
Who ya gonna call? Bone-Dry 


Brollies!” Better start learning them. Had 
cream cheese on rye for lunch. Had to go 
out after two banshees mid-afternoon, 
but luckily they came quietly. 
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Noah: — 

Th lay, 29th March 1990 

Woken at three o'clock by Egon, who 
said that the fate of the City was resting 
on us. | had to quibble with this — the 
only thing resting on me at that time, | 
was convinced, was a six tog duvet, and 
| was pretty happy with that arrange- 
ment. Egon and | then had a conversa- 
tion in which he used phrases like 
‘shirking responsibilities’ and ‘moral 


imperative’ and ‘every man to do his 
duty’ and ‘get up, you lazy oaf,’ and | 


Renee eee 


suggested large items of furniture, or 
agricultural equipment, that could be 
inserted into his mouth to cut down on 
the noise he was making. Or better still, 
be dropped on him from a height in 
excess of ten feet. Egon, who'd already 
gone through this rigmarole with Peter 
and Ray and had heard combine harves- 
ters and welsh dressers mentioned twice 
before that morning, quickly won the 
conversation with the aid of a fire 
extinguisher. 

Pausing only to leave a note for Janine — 
telling her to get the three fire exting- 
uishers in the dormatory re-filled, we 
yawned and shivered off into the bleak 
New York small hours. As we drove, Egon 
briefed us on the situation, but | didn’t 
hear much of it as | was rather 
preoccupied in figuring out how, in the 
rush, I'd got my overall on under my tee- 
shirt. | asked Peter for his opinions on the 
subject, but he was too busy putting his 
boots back on the right feet. 

Finally, we stopped on the freeway. It 
was nearly four, and there was no traffic 
around (though that wouldn't have 
stopped Egon from parking on the 
freeway anyway. He's the only man | 
know who must have had to do 
‘emergency jack-knifes’ and ‘reversing 
round a hairpin bend at ninety’ as part 
of his driving test.) Egon got out of 
ECTO-1 and told us to look at the sky. It 
was black. ‘What are we looking at?’ we 
asked him, with more patience than 
might have been expected from us. ‘That 
black thing,’ Egon told us. ‘What, that 
black thing up there beside the black 
thing just next to those two black things 
under the large black thing over there?’ 
we ventured. 

‘Exactly,’ he said. 

Peter, Ray and | were about to specify 
less-than-usual uses for futons and hay- 
balers when things started to rain out of 
the black-as-can-be sky. Odd things. Ugly 
things. Things with glaring, hideous eyes. 
Things that made a real, slimy mess of 
the freeway when they landed. 

As hundreds of tons of slippery bug-eyed 
ectoplasmic globules went splat over 
acres of the New York countryside, the 
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four of us huddled under the Bone-Dry 
Brollies Ltd Super Family-Size Moist- 
Away Deluxe Umbrella that Bone-Dry 
had sent me to try out. The brolly 
shuddered under the multiple impacts of 
paranormal precipitation and ribbons of 
ooze swung and dangled off the edges 
of the canopy. 

‘Ecto-Tempest,’ Egon told us gravely. 
‘Massive Cross-Dimensional Para- 
Meteorological Storm. Last time one of 
these happened, the city of Htzing in 
Northern China was destroyed by ecto- 
plasmic flooding.’ 

‘There's always a Htzing in the tale,’ 
remarked Peter, and we pushed him out 
from under the umbrella. We only let 
him back when he looked like he’d had 
two gallons of egg white poured over his 
head. 

‘What do we do?’ | asked Egon. He 
shrugged. ‘The only chance we have to 
save New York from being buried in a 
rain of supernatural jelly is to attack the 
heart of the storm and try and blow it 
out.’ 


Egon explained that he had calculated 
the path of the Ecto-Tempest and 
reckoned that the eye of the storm 
would pass right over us in a very few 
minutes. Peeking out from under the 
brolly, we tried to make out the eye of 
the storm, but the sky was still black and 
featureless, and besides it was pretty 
difficult looking up and dodging the 
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blobs of wriggling demon-sneeze that 
was bucketting down at us. 

Then Ray suggested using the Spectro- 
visors, and as soon as we'd put them on, 
things became horribly clear. Our 
enhanced vision revealed the sky above 
to be churning like a huge whirlpool. 
Imagine if you filled your bath up with 
india ink and then pulled the plug out — 
imagine the fearsome, swirling, blue- 
black chaos you'd cause. That's what was 
filling the skies of New York, a colossal 
riptide lit by ecto-lightning, raining 
down thousands of gallons of phantom 
goo. At the very centre, right above us, 
was the eye of the storm. The eye was 
huge, unblinking and rather bloodshot. 
It looked like the Ecto-Tempest had got 
out of bed a little early too. Our four 
Proton Cannons opened fire together. 
‘It’s not working!’ yelled Ray in despair. 
‘The storm is too strong. Our blasts are 
going to feedback!’ 

At which point they did. All the energy 
we'd hurled at the Ecto-Tempest came 
crackling back like a bolt of lightning 
and nearly fried us . . . if it hadn't hit the 
makeshift lightning conductor we made. 
The energy flashed away harmlessly from 
us, rebounded in a surge, and blasted the 
storm out of existence. Least, that’s what 
Egon told me had happened. It all took 
place in under a second so | wasn’t sure. 


Friday, 30th March 1990 

Went off to film the commercial today, 
and | took with me the smoking remains 
of the Bone-Dry Brolly that had saved 
New York. | ad libbed my lines a bit: 
‘Keeps off the rain, fully ectoplasm proof 
and harmlessly conducts protonic 
energy! Also saves cities!’ The advertising 
people didn’t mind much. They're selling 
a storm. 
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It seems that Egon’s 
grandfather was a dab hand 
at creating things, but it 
came as quite a surprise to 
all the Real Ghostbusters 
when they discovered that 
he had invented an Ecto- 
Monster. The scientist had 
taken the monster to the 
North Pole, destroying all 
the research notes and left 
the monster in deep freeze in 
the hope that it would never 
escape. 

It was obviously too much 
to hope for, and the monster 
returned to the Quisquil 
Chemical Works (where he 
was invented) to find his 
missing ‘father’. When Egon 
arrived on the scene, the 
huge creature with blazing 
red eyes took him for his 
father and gave him a big 
hug, repeating ‘Daddy, 
daddy, take me home!’ 

This gave Winston a 
cunning plan, whereupon 
the monster was taken back 
to Ghostbusters’ HQ, led 
down to the basement and 
shown the Ecto-Containment 
Unit, which they pretended 
was his new bedroom. The 
monster was not overly 
impressed by the size of his 
new home, but by that time 
Peter had linked up a special 
transduction pipe to the 
entry system and with a 
yelp, the monster was 
sucked in. 
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Just before 

the outbreak 

of war in 

1939, a 

French writer 
by the name of Pierre 
Benoit was working on a 
screenplay with a film 
producer in London. For- 
tunately, a friend of 
Benoit loaned him a flat 
in Great Portland Street, 
which he gratefully 
accepted. 

After a long hard day, 
Benoit sat by the fire, 
Sipping a warming drink, 
safe from the miserable 
weather outside... Sud- 
denly he heard a loud bell 
ringing in the «street 
below, and intrigued by 
it's peculiar sound, he 
peered out into the cold, 
drizzly. and foggy night. 
The single old-fashioned 
street lamp, though com- 
petely invisible, cast a 
shapeless, yellowish glow 
into the mist that was so 
thick that Benoit thought 
that he could take a 
handful of it. 

Soon, Benoit was able 
to make out two shadowy 


figures carrying what 
appeared to be a 
stretcher. As they drew 
closer, he thought he 
could make out that they 
were wearing police uni- 
forms from the previous 
century. They stopped 
directly below the flat 
and. put down the 
stretcher, disappeared 
momentarily, then reap- 
peared to place a body on 
the —_ stretcher. Even 
through the ghastly fog, 
Benoit could see that it 
was the form of an ugly, 
thin ‘looking “woman, 
looking almost like a 
mummy. Benoit —shud- 
dered at the sight, but 
was even more horrified 
to see what happened 
next. The woman actually 
sat up and one of the 
men pushed her down 
again, then they lifted 
the stretcher and. dis- 
appeared into the fog. 
The next day, Benoit 
began to ask around to 
see if he could find an 
answer, but all . the 
answers were unsatisfac- 
tory. This urged him to 


delve more deeply until 
he found a reasonable 
explanation. It appeared 
that Great Portland Street 
had originally been called 
Coram Street, but the city 
council had deliberately 
changed the name. 
Before the change had 
been made, well before 
the turn of the century, a 
dancer named Harriet 
Buswell had been: mur- 
dered on the street, This 
caused the street to get a 
bad reputation, causing 
people to move. away 
which would in turn have 
destroyed the neighbour- 
hood. The council 
changed the name in an 
effort to prevent this, but 
it could not change what 
happened there. Finally, 
Benoit learned that the 
murder had: taken place . 
in the very house where 
he was staying, and that 
he had. seen the myste- 
rious stretcher-bearers on 
the anniversary of the 
crime. The horror of it! 


BEHIND we LADIES AND CENTLEMEN 
T HOLE... 


ES" ALLOW ME ‘TO 
INFORM YOU THAT THIS PARTICULAR 
HOLE IS A DOORWAY,,. 
++ TO THE PAST, 


ON THIS SPOT SIXTY YEARS 
BEFORE THIS WALL WITH 


HE HOLE, WAS ERECTED, LED A 
PATH TO Fue PRIVATE "SECRET 
VCALDONG THE EAS HE UNTO SLE! 

POWERFUL CRIMEDOSS. 


IN THIS PROGRAM WE SHALL ,+. CULMINATING WITH THE 
EXPLORE THE ROARING TWENTIES OPENING OF HIS SECRET VAULT. 
AND THE WORLD OF 


iD 
CAESAR CALDONI.., 


NEW YORK Se 1928, \T WAS TIMES LIKE 
THE AGE OF THE SPEAKEASY. THAT CAESAR CALDONI BUILT HIS 
VAST VICE EMPIRE, BRUTALLY 


A TIME WHEN THE COUNTRY = 
IAS ELIMINATING ALL OF HIS, 
® COMPETITION .., 


. WEBBY ‘THE TRACTOR’ MCBAIN, 
WHOSE OWN VICE alan BORDERED 


+. SO FOR THE NEXT HOUR TWENTY SECONDS... 

DON'T TOUCH THAT DIAL AND YOu BETTER HURRY, 

railed TUNED FOR THE OPENING THEY'RE Meet 
OF CAESAR CALDONI'S 

SECRET VAULT. 


HIRTY SECONDS, GUYS, 
THEY Re ABOLIT TO ROLL 
THE OPENING CREDITS / 


Ns beatae 
THEIR VICE CAREERS IN 
THE BACK ALLEYS 

OF BROOKLYN... 


WEBBY'S CAREER ENDED 
ABRL 


IPTLY WHEN HE AND ox 


HIS MOB MYSTERIOUSLY 
VANISHED NEVER TO _ 
Be SEEN AGAIN... 


Wey, me. RAMANASAAN 
WE'RE THROLIGH / 
WE'RE THROUGH I 


ID AS FOR CAESAR CALDONI 
iis VICE EMPIRE CRUMBLED i 
PROHIBI 


WITH THE VALILT OPENED FOR THE 
FIRST TIME IN SIXTY YEARS WE 
SHALL GAZE LIPON THE RICHES 


OFTHE 


WHAT HAS LAYED HERE” 
FORALL THIS TIME... 


a 


WELL, THAT'S ALL THE TIME WE HAVE 
FOR TONIGHT, SO ON BEHALF OF ALL 
WERE AND MYSELF... , GCOPNIGHT, - 
of 


Yep, it’s that time of the week 
again. Time for the good ol’ 
Ghostbusters’ post bag, in 
which | shall attempt to 
answer your questions with 
the least amount of mess 
possible! 


Dear Peter... 


1. Why were you thrown out 
of university? 

2. Wouldn't it be easier to turn 
the ghosts ectoplasm into 
metal and then trap it with a 
very powerful magnet? 

— Anon, Gateshead. 


1. Dean Yeager decided to 
move us off campus because 
the Board of Regents had 
decided to terminate our 
grant. He thought our work 
there was ‘the worst kind of 
popular tripe’. He thought our 
methods were sloppy and that 
we were poor scientists. | think 
we can safely say we have 
proved him wrong! 2. Hmm, 
possibly, but how would we 
get them into the 
Containment Unit! 


ST WRITING! 


| have some questions: 

1. Who is the best singer? 

2. Does Egon ever go out with 
Janine? 

— Philip Greene, Edgeware. 


1. Why, it’s Ace Freeby, the 
lead singer of Metal Witch, of 
course. 2. Yeah, a couple of 
times I’ve seen them go out to 
do the shopping! 


| would like you to answer my 
questions: 

1. | would like to know what 
‘appocolips’ means? 

2. What college did you go to? 
3. Why is there a seat on top 
of ECTO-1? 


1. | think the word you mean 
is ‘apocalypse’, which means a 
huge and violent event, 
similar to those that occurred 
in The Bible! 2. Weaver Hall 
University in New York! 3. We 
put it there in case one of us 
needs to be in a good position 
to blast a speeding spook, or 
in case one of us needs a bit 
more air! 


Please could you answer these 
questions: 

1. Will you ever run out of 
ghosts to catch? 

2. Will you, or any of the other 
ghostbusters, ever invent a 
machine that will attract the 
ghosts to you? 

— Douglas Gray, Ratho. 


1. Let's hope not, if only for 
the sake of my pension! 2. | 
Suppose that it would be an 
idea, but how could we make 
ourselves more attractive. It’s 
just not possible! 


| have some questions: 

In the new Ghostbusters film, 
Ray and Winston have 
different Proton Packs. Why 
don’t they have them in the 
comic? 

— James Wapshott, Blackpool. 


They do have them. They‘re 
called Ecto-splat Guns and 
we've used them plenty of 
times before! 


| have a couple of questions 
for you: 

1. Is Metal Witch a heavy 
metal band? 

2. Why is Ray so ace? 

3. Do any of you ever get tired 
of being Ghostbusters? 

— A big Ray fan, Britain. 


1. Well, they’d hardly be a 
Country and Western group, 
now would they! 2. Ace? I’ve 
always seen him as the Joker 
in our pack! 3. Never! Puffed 
out, exhausted, worn out... 
but never tired! 


1. Why does Egon hardly ever 
smile? 

2. When Winston writes his 
diary, how does he get all of 
the writing into the small space 
in his diary? 

— Stephen Foote, Taunton 


1. It’s because he's a scientist! 
They tend to think about 
thingsa bit too much, andare 
therefore rather serious! 2. It’s 
notactually that diary that he 
writes in. He’s got two diaries: 
one for important things and 
one for the adventures that he 
tells you. Obviously the one for 
his adventures is a lot bigger! 
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Britain's No.1 Joke Catalogue, packed with over 
‘500 practical jokes from 5p. 

Ps cushion, wobbly lager glass, Skeletons, snakes, spiders, squirt 
toile, rotten teeth, papper chewing gum, loaded dice, trick got ball, sneezing/ 
itching powder, sticky ball, water bombs, luminous paint, x-ray specs, wiper 
specs, laxative tea bags, joke blood, sick mess, soap sweets, wet jokes, 
exploding jokes, magic tricks, party fun kits, masks, make up, sea monkeys, 
slime-in-a-pot, water machine-guns, posters, badges. Plus lots of pop and 
football bargains, The complete Joke Shop by post. Send second class 
stamp with your name and address for bumper colour catalogue and Free Gift 
to: MATCHRITE, The Funny Business (Dept. YK), 167 Winchester Road, 


‘American and British Comics. 
SAE (24p Stamp) for 28 page 
catalogue of 100,000 Comic- 
Books. Marvel, D.C., 2000AD. 
Also sold, plastic bags for 
comic protection. 
The Comics 

Mail Order Specialist 
GUSTIN EBBS) JUST COMICS 

2 Crossmead Avenue, 

Greenford, Middl 
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Sheffield Space Centre 
33, The Wicker, 
Sheffield S38HS 
Telephone: Sheffield 758905 
We stock alarge selection of S/F 
Fantasy paperbacks, American 
comics, Portfolios, Magazines etc 
‘Open Monday, Tuesday, Thursday, 
Friday 10am Spm. Saturday 9am_ 
Closed Wednesday. SAE forlst. 


DR WHO FANS 


Send a First Class Stamp for my 
latest list of Dr Who: Books, Annuals, 
‘Comics and Merchandise. Also 
subscription available for latest 


Paperbacks and Hardbacks. (Iwill 
buy Dr Who items as well) Blakes 7 
and Avengers lis also available. 
JOHN FITTON, 1, Orchard Way. 
Hensall, Nr. Goole, 

North Humberside, DN14 ORT. 


THE MOVIE STORE 


Seng inp SAE or urate Who, Star 
“rok Gary Arderon Blake 7 


WONDERWORLD 


803 Christchurch Road, 
Boscombe, Bournemouth, 
Dorset 
Phone: 0202 422964 


JAS SHOP A COMPLETE FANTASY! Ao oty 
do we sock the enti range of Mans, DC. Ep 


Fat Eetose and 30 on 
SANDS of ackissves 
This, badges, Decor Who gear. Dungeons ari 
Dragon, Bode eongoraton Bo why ok vale oF 
fend us your SASE? Waste ose? 

*NOSAE = NO REPLY” 
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Fant OPEN6DAYS9.30-5.30 


may oManaisq 
Or" ies a 
‘OPEN6 DAYS 10.00-5.30 

Two great city cenve shops with 2 floors 
‘each aiving you the widest choice an 
Minere of American comics. lim, TV. 
Kotor malenal, Role laying games 
ScienceFiction, Fantasy Paperbacks, 
‘Eghinis, Rack Pop memorabiia, Posters 
Ere. We carry extensive buck issues of 
Comics andmagazines 

DEALERS GENERAL ENOUIRIES 0762270204 


NOSTALGIA 


PLANET 


THERE'S A FORBIDDEN PLANET NEAR YOU! 
FORBDDEN PLANET= 71 NEW 
‘ONFORD STREET LONDON WCIA 
106-0196 417) ANDOL79.602 
FORRDDEN MANET — 168 
BUCHANAN STREET, GLASGOW 
(Gralw-(oa)sm i215 


FORBIDDEN PLANET - 36 DAW. 
‘SON STREET DUBLIN 2. IRELAND 
(01) 710688 


FORBIDDEN PLANET — 24. NUN 
STREET, NEWCASTLELPON- 
TYNENELSAQ 
FORBIDDEN PLANET 40 
BURLEIGH STREET CAMBRIDGE 
(cs 3 ee 
FORBIDDENPLANET-29 
SYDNEY STREET, BRIGHTON i 
ep —nrr3nas 
NOTTINGHAM FORBDDEN MANET — i, 
MDOLEWALK,  BROADMARSH 
‘CENTRE, NOTTINGHAM NGI TUN ~ 
(sa 584706 
‘STREET. CARDIFF FLAY 


FULLMALLORDER VA THE LONDON SHOP. 
SEND LARGE SAE FORDETALS, 


eer Tiacsal a 


‘ono 
Sat 12.08 Adlon Fe. 
‘Date: Ar 


EGA-CITY 


18 INVERNESS ST. 
CAMDEN TOWN, LONDON NW1 
(Turn right out of Camden Town 
Station), Inverness is first on left, off 
High St) 

01-485 9320 


‘Over 900 sq. of comics, science- 
fiction horror and film & tv 
“London's best back-issue selection’ 
London Evening Standard 
FOR MAIL ORDER CATALOGUE 
‘Send Two 2nd Class Stamps 


& COMICS 


14-16 SMALLBROOK QUEENSWAY, 
BIRMINGHAM BS 4EN, 
ENGLAND 
(021) 643 0143 
12 MATILDA STREET 
(OFF THE MOOR) 
SHEFFIELD 
(0742) 769475 


Now at wo octions wearestill 
supplying the widest possible range of 
American ih merehandive 
‘Always quantities of back issue 
feurrent and import comies available. 
‘SF /Horror plus general film magazines 
and books kept in stock. 

‘All shops open six days a week 

Lists of wants with S.A Bor telephone 
enquiries about goods on mail order 


FORBIDDEN 


always welcome 


LEEDS COMIC MART 


Saturday, 28th April 
Griffin Hotel, Boar Lane, Leeds. 


BIRMINGHAM COMIC MART 
& FILM FAIR 


Saturday, Sth May 
‘New Imperial Hotel, Temple Street, 
Birmingham 

“Top dealers from across the country wil be 

seling ausands of comics ~ back issues, 
ew imports (Marvel, DG sc) ~ tiny 

es, books, posers, videos, models & 

allands of santasy material! Opens midday. 


These advertisements 
appear in five of Marvel's 
Top Selling comics, 
Guaranteed circulation 


is approx. 250,000. 


For further details 
please call Jacqui Cummins 
on:- 01-497 2121 


Slimer wants your 


jokes! Send‘em 
to: SLIME TIME 
Marvel Comics Ltd 
13/15 Arundel Street 


What did Dracula say to his 
girlfriend? 

“Do you fancy a bite to eat?”! 
— John Walker, Radstock 


Why did the Cyclops give up 
teaching? 

Because he only had one 
pupil! 

What is it called when Cyclops 
gather for a big dance? 

An eye-ball! 

When Cyclops went to Paris 
what did he go to see? 


London 
wc2 


What do you call a monster 
with a car on its head? 

Jack! 

— Mark Flew and Simon Tread- 
away, Middlesex 


Where do ghosts like to swim? 
The Dead Sea! 

Where do ghosts live? 

In a far distant terror-tory! 

— Duncan Buckley, Gnossal 


Why did Frankenstein squeeze 
his girlfriend to death? 


Because he had a crush on her! 
— Gavin McNeill, Edinburgh 


The Eye-ffel Tower! 
— Carl Byrne, Moreton 


Down in the Haunted Wood, the monsters 
from Monster Munch are getting the fright of 
their lives. Ghosts, bats and ghouls lie in wait 
for them. 500 lucky readers will be able to 
create their own scary scene because we’ve got 
a Haunted Wood colour poster and a set of lift 
‘n’ stick glow-in-the-dark monsters to give to 
the first 500 postcards we receive. 


If you're unlucky enough to miss out on this 
offer, look out for the posters and stickers on 
the special multibags of Monster Munch in 
your local supermarket. 


Send in your postcard to 


LATHER EnENZY] : 


